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his attempt to cause a diversion was unavailing, for now
Sophie and the Baroness appeared.
"Was your letter from Rupert earlier or later than mine,
Julie?" her mother asked. "Mine was the twenty-first."
"Mine was written one day later."
"Does he say anything of coining here?"
"He always says he wishes he could come. I don't think
this letter really amounts to more than that except	"
"Except?"
"Well, I think he was excited when he wrote it.'*
"Do you know where he is?" Sophie asked.
"Of course not." Julie's lips moved before she added:
"On the English front, I think."
"Well," said the Baroness in the tone of a hostess who
announces a welcome addition to a party she is contem-
plating, "I believe Rupert means to come as soon *is he can
get leave."
"But will that be possible?" van Arkel inquired, "A
German officer to come to Holland and return?"
"As a civilian, of course."
"Even so . . ."
"I think," said the Baroness, "most things are possible
to Rupert. He has great influence. The only difficulty that
I foresee is that he may feel it his duty to stay at his post.
Once he had a quixotic idea that he and Julie ought not to
meet until it was all over. Wasn't that sweet of him?
Queer. * . . Sweet, too. ... But now the war has lasted so
long, so very long...." She sighed, and smiled a knowing
smile over young lovers parted. "What do you think,
Julie?"
"I think he'll stay at the front."
"If you asked him	" her mother began.
"I'll not ask him—never, never."
The note of passion in her voice made it inevitable that
van Arkel should intervene. If her control was near to
breaking, he must, in his shrill, innocent voice of a school-
girl, ask:
"But why?"
"Because he would never forgive me," she answered,

